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“Knox McCloy 
Researched by Alice Matheny 


In the 1980’s longtime Applegate resident Bob Webb, Guy Watkins and former 
resident Frances Port Clark reminisced for an oral history program sponsored by the Forest 
Service. They all told about an eccentric mountain man who had come to the Applegate 
from Illinois in the early 1900’s. Frances Port Clark’s father, Lee Port, was the Ranger at 
Star from the late ‘teens until around 1945, and in that year he remembered “Knox” 
McCloy: 

“An old fellow named Knox lives in the gulch [ Knox Gulch, in the upper reaches of 
the Middle Fork of the Applegate River ], in hollow logs and stumps, has been living that 
way for the last fifty years, and has gone completely native. He has a good education, was 
raised in a religious home, and was to be married but was jilted. He hurriedly left Illinois 
and went to the Applegate where he wintered the first year in a hollow log. His legal name 
is John C. McCloy and no one knows where he acquired the name Knox. He has lived in a 
stump with a big hole at one end, which is the entrance. A smaller hole on one side is used 
to hold his frying pan over a fire built on the outside. One time he stopped at Star Ranger 
Station on his way out to see his brother in California to help him with his apricot crop. He 
didn’t have a suitcase and he told Ranger Port that he hated to bother with one, so he just 
put on the clothes he needed for the trip consisting of four suits of underwear, four pairs of 
socks, two pairs of pants, shirts, etc. He stayed at the Ranger Station. overnight then went on 
his way.” 

One of Knox’s cabins was at Frog Pond Gulch, off the Middle Fork, and was built 
from slabs of cedar bark surrounding eight or ten cedar trees. But Knox traveled around 
quite a bit, had more than one cabin, always several horses, and spent half his time chasing 
the horses when they got loose. Frances Port Clark said that Knox’s camps were always 
related to where horse feed was available. It was Mrs. Clark’s belief that Knox had become 
a legend without knowing it and that people were always trying to “one-up” each other, to 
see who had the best Knox story. “You had to filter out what was man and what was myth”. 

Mrs. Clark proceeded with a three-legged dog story. “When he was at Joe Bar Creek 
he had a three-legged dog named Old Willie. My dad swears this is true, again, it’s this one- 
upmanship, I never could quite believe it. But Knox cooked a pan of fried potatoes and 
when he got through he put a little stick across the middle of the pan, and one side was 
Willie’s and one side was his. And if Old Willie reached too far over, why, Knox took the 
stick and rapped his nose. Knox was telling Dad about how he really, really liked Old 


Willie, he was really a good dog. But there was just one thing about Old Willie he didn’t 
like. He would sneak back to camp and steal the bacon out of the beans!” 

Upper Applegate resident Guy Watkins said that, yes, he had known Knox McCloy, 
and told about the summer that Knox picked blackberries. A fire had gone through the 
Middle Fork and a few years later the area was covered with blackberry vines, and Knox 
would be picking “by the hundreds of gallons.” A local rancher’s wife said that she wanted 
some of those berries, so Knox said that he’d bring her some. “He couldn’t find anything to 
put the berries in,” laughed Guy Watkins, “so he took his longhandled drawers and hung 
them over the horse, then poured the legs full of them.” Now, Knox’s clothes were none too 
clean, what with him living in a hollow log and all, but nevertheless off he went to deliver 
the berries. It’s doubtful that the rancher’s wife ever used them, but his intentions were 
good. 

Bob Webb recalled that Knox’s Frog Pond cedar cabin was a summer cabin and that, 
as the snow came, he’d move farther down the bottom of the Middle Fork. In Knox’s later 
years he had a companion named Chauncey who stayed and took care of him, cleaning the 
rocks out of the Frog Pond trail, since Knox was getting blind. John Henderson of Sterling 
Creek, who was a seasonal worker for Star Ranger Station in 1961, remembers meeting up 
with old Chauncey and his friend Shorty as they were clearing out a trail for Knox, 
“because he’s got to get to his diggins’.” Chauncey warned John to watch out for the silver- 
green “snappers” in the grass around Frog Pond. “They have a silver belly with a green 
back, and they have a lily pad tail, and they pop it! They’Il pop that tail just before they bite 
you, and they ate up all my cats!” John considered this helpful information fora moment, (> 
then commented that Chauncey was carrying a mighty big backpack but the donkey he was 
trailing along behind carried nothing. “Well, of course not! He’s too durn old!” replied 
Chauncey indignantly. 

Bob Webb said that they all - Knox, Chauncey, and Chauncey’s brother Claude — 
wound up in the rest homes where they eventually died. 
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Our next meeting will be Saturday March 20, 2004 at 10:00 A M at 
the Museum. 

A Big THANKS, to Alice Matheny for this month’s newsletter 
information. I’m sure there are many more stories to be told. I’d love to get 
them so others can enjoy them. Again they don’t have to be long. 

The Museum will be opening up soon for another season. Peggy is 
working on getting the display together. If You have something to share, Please 
let her know. Her home number is 1-541-899-8573. I know she’d love to hear 
from you. 

Driving by the Museum I can see the spring flowers coming up. I know 
Peggy wants to plant more as the weather allows. It looks very nice. 

See you at the next meeting on Saturday March 20, 2004 at 10:00 A M at 
the Museum. Remember to bring you chair. 

We are talking about holding a dedication to our Founder Myrtle Krouse at 
our May meeting. There will be more about that later. 


Barbara Niedermeyer 
AVHS Sect / Tres 
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